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taken ill. I sent for a doctor and lie declared the
illness to be fever, and probably typhoid. I went
to bed, and took for three days in succession forty
grains of quinine a day, getting up on the fourth,
to find the commission gone and myself in no condi-
tion to follow it; and so I missed the most interest-
ing journey which had ever offered itself in my
journalistic career. My exasperation at the imbe-
cility of the mayor can be easily imagined, and it
was vented in a proper castigation in my correspond-
ence. In the burning weeks that followed, the state
of Athens reminded one of Boccaccio's description
of Florence in the plague. There were not physi-
cians enough in the city to attend the sick, or under-
takers to bury the dead. The funeral processions to
the great cemetery beyond the Ilissus seemed in
constant motion, and the water-sellers drove a brisk
trade in the water of a noble spring under Hymettus.
At the next municipal election the mayor was
reflected triumphantly! The ministry was less for-
tunate, a dissolution resulting in a majority for the
opposition, and Tricoupi came into power. As the
most competent and eminent of the rulers of Greece
in the following years (for Comoundouros died not
long after), and cut off prematurely in the midst of
his services to the land he always served with an
honest, patriotic devotion, he deserves the commemo-
ration which, as his intimate friend for many years,
I am better qualified, perhaps, to render him than any
other foreigner. Our friendship began in the period
when he held the portfolio of Foreign Affairs in